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Winter thaws and spring buds through that auspicious Saturday morning. Picture a star 
student called Foy. The child sees in the news that his idol’s starship is a sham, caught 
instead with lucre in hand. The idol’s excuse, “Fools! Who in their right mind would 
believe it viable, so do not be surprised at my guile.” Thinking the news is false, Foy 
ignores it. 


At breakfast, his mother says, “There’s a bum sleeping on our bench.” Foy’s father gets 
up from the table to investigate, and Foy follows him. On seeing the pair, the vagrant 
flees. With Foy’s help, the father lugs the bench into the garage. The father goes back 
in alone, leaving the child in the yard. 


Isolated now, Foy checks the mail. On opening the mailbox’s lid, along with the 
envelopes and flyers, Foy notices bundled with an advertisement, a yellow ticket 
announcing a spring cruise. The boy pockets the ticket separately. In the distance, he 
sees a group of kids laughing as they play a game together. On returning, Foy spots the 
transient lying behind a neighbor’s shrubbery near a conifer. 


Minutes later, Foy comes back in and places the mail on the kitchen table. While 
thinking about telling his parents about the vagrant, the father points to the ticket that fell 
from Foy’s pocket. The father snatches it away and places it in the shredder with its 
discarded brethren. Throughout, the father complains about paying taxes for this sort of 
junk to be delivered. 


A long night awaits Foy. Hot, the kid opens his window to cool his room. Hours in, the 
kid falls into slumber. The child awakens on a lifeboat in an unknown sea under a pink 
sky. A snug sports jacket encloses his chest. A nearby cruise ship sails up, turns and 
stops close to the kid. Inscribed in gold letters on the ship’s hull read Levantic. From the 
deck, a staff member waves to Foy. 


The staff member calls out, “Are you interested in a quest?” When the child refuses, the 
staff member continues, “No trust in your heart?” The staff member throws down a rope 
ladder. Suddenly, against his best interests, Foy grabs the ladder and climbs up. On the 
last rung, the crew member reaches out her hand to help the kid complete his ascent. 
Suspicious, Foy waves the offer away to ascend alone. 


Once aboard, the staff member introduces herself as the second mate. She then asks 
the child for his ticket. Foy panics, remembering his father shredded the ticket. He 
calms, feeling his ticket, in one piece, in his pocket. Handing the ticket over, the staff 
member validates it. Once confirmed, the second mate escorts Foy further. 


The second mate gives a brief tour of the ship. She mentions the many gifts that the 
captain has bestowed upon them. There are many pastimes available to Foy; and, 
many friends, awaiting Foy’s invitation. The only parts of the ship off limits are the 
captain’s chambers and the lower decks, but for all else, Foy is welcome to partake. 


With the orientation finished, the crew mate said, “Relax until the evening. You’re an 
honored guest.” Parting ways, the second mate says, “It’s a sight not to miss, and 
perhaps, one might even glimpse our illustrious captain.” 


That day, Foy celebrates among the other children with a multitude of wonders: enticing 
games, simple, dynamic and ready for another member to jump in; refreshments from 
all corners of the world pleasantly presented; slides through labyrinthine pipes; and, 
familiar toys with endless new features. Among all these delights, Foy meets a group of 
well-dressed kids. Their dialogue was witty, their intellect substantial; and, Foy was very 
pleased to be in their company. 


That evening, there was a grand ceremony on the deck. The passengers participated in 
a dance. At its conclusion, all the other children tore off fronds from branches of nearby 
potted trees. They placed the fronds, alongside their jackets, on the ground to form a 
path. Foy, not wanting to be left out, mimicked their actions. 


Later that night, an eclipse of the moon took place, darkening the deck of the ship. This 
event surprises Foy. When the moonlight and other lights return, his companions 
exclaim hearing the sounds of clip-clops, the smell of a barn and pine, and the feeling of 
warmth, yet Foy sensed none of it. When the moment passes, the celebration 
continues. 


On the way back to his cabin, Foy noticed six bright candles on a table. Between the 
candles stood vases of multicolored roses arranged in a circle, interspaced among them 
were depictions of an old woman, a middle-aged man, and a four-eyed child. Finally, 
Foy sees the silhouette of a man behind the blinds of the captain’s chamber window. 


Looking back, Foy notices the makeshift path has disappeared. The torn-off fronds were 
seamlessly reattached to the limbs of the potted plants. For where the jackets went, Foy 
is left guessing. 


On leaving the deck, Foy overhears the wealthy kids complaining about the disturbance, 
stating that no lunar event was expected. They attribute the moon’s absence to passing 
clouds. To confirm, Foy looks up. A clear starry sky stretches across the horizon. He 
goes back to his room and finds his lost jacket, neatly folded, on his bed. 


Over the following days, a fog spread and deepened. The activities were more 
constrained. The candles on the captain’s table burn out daily; for which, after a few 
days, only three candles remain. While Foy jokes with his peers, a man wearing a 
badge etched with the word Security comes up to their group. The vagrant from Foy’s 
neighborhood was being forcefully escorted. When Foy asked, the security guard said 
that he was a stowaway. To rub salt into the wound, the vagrant was sleeping in the 
captain’s bed. 


As the cruise continued, the vagrant was held in the brig in the lower decks. Foy’s 
companions mocked the vagrant, saying he was lazy and should be thrown overboard. 
The child forgets about him, reveling in the witty talk of his rich friends. 


On Thursday, dinner was a meager affair. The second mate states, “This is the best the 
captain can offer.” In their disappointment, Foy’s friends gripped. At the meal’s end, the 
second mate brings out a letter, which she claims contains life’s greatest secret. 


The friends’ interruptions drown out the second mate’s words. The second mate finishes 
and sits quietly. Leaving his companions, Foy sees two lighted candles left and the 
captain’s quarters dimmer. 


In the morning, the ship sails up to a looming bluff to a sea cave. As the ship enters the 
cave, the lights are reduced. Decorations were shelved. Food and drink lost all flavor. 
Singing and dancing ceased. And, no one spoke above a whisper. 


Hours later, Foy heard a muffled announcement over the intercom requesting that 
everyone pick up a lantern and join in a procession. Over the next hour, all but Foy 
departed, each returning to their rooms, extinguishing their lights. He was left alone on 
the deck. 


Foy nervously hastened to his cabin. Passing the darkening captain’s chambers, the kid 
sees all the candles, save one, have burned out. On reaching his room, the child, 
instead of extinguishing his lantern like the others, nervously kept it on all night. 


The next day, Foy leaves his jacket on his bed as he leaves his cabin. The child noticed 
that the rose blossoms were now shriveled, revealing thorny branches. Foy joins his 
companions. They go on a walk around the ship to look for others to agree with their 
Opinions. 


The group arrives at the captain’s cabin. The candles are all extinguished. The door is 
locked. A sliver of light comes from its cracks. Rationalizations fly; the companions 
relapse into jest. 


To calm their nerves, the remaining children talked about their idols. Foy highlighted his 
idol, from a time that seemed so long ago. Instead of praise for such an erudite 
response to their query, the rich kids mockingly laugh. The companions confirm that 
Foy’s idol is a charlatan. The very idea of travel among the stars, they state, “A fool’s 
errand.” 


Later, they play hide-and-seek. If Foy finds a good spot to hide, his reward will be to join 
them. Not knowing that the promise was a lie, Foy hides, in the bowels of the ship. His 
light is an ember on the verge. Hours pass in silence, and Foy’s light fades. Foy had 
been ditched in darkness. 


Lost and alone in the dark, Foy sees himself as he truly is. It terrifies him. Foy begins to 
cry. A smell of pine fills the vault. A grating voice in the darkness is heard, “Why are you 
crying?” The voice belonged to the vagrant. With his other senses reduced, Foy senses 
that the vagrant’s presence is pure; that conclusion shook Foy to his core. 


Sensing Foy’s distress, the vagrant offers his hand. Foy angrily pushes the hand away. 
A moment later, the vagrant offers his hand again. Foy slaps it away. Despite all this, the 
vagrant offers his hand again. No matter what Foy does, no matter how many times he 
refuses, the offer endures. Finally, in desperation—Foy takes it. Hand-in-hand, the 
vagrant leads Foy out. On the threshold, the vagrant points to the exit. Foy leaves, but 
the vagrant remains behind. 


Foy rejoins the clique. On seeing Foy, the rich kids, instead of being sorry for their 
behavior, berate Foy for his lack of discretion. In shame, Foy departs for his room. 
Passing the captain’s cabin again, the cabin was darkened. On returning to his room, 
Foy cannot find his comforting jacket. 


The next day, in the darkness of the tunnel, the ship shudders. Rubble falls. The 
companions run and hide. At its climax, there was a splash. When the shock lessens, a 
light grows in the distance. The shade tunnel has now come to an end. 


Foy hears singing and praises in the distance, but Foy sees only his rich companions. 
His companions’ fright is forgotten. They express annoyance. The rich kids comment 
only on the ship’s poor service, for which their parents paid so much. 


Now, the only ones that remain are Foy and his companions. “Wait,” Foy said, “Wasn't 
there another?” Foy thinks again, then shakes his head, “My mistake, only us and none 
other!” 


The ship makes port on a desert land. Not a single tree or shrub of live vegetation could 
be seen. Still, on the wind, singing and praises could be heard, but once again, no one 
except the rich kids and Foy were present. 


The rich kids scoff at this affair, “This is false advertising,” they claim. The blame is not 
for the owners of the ship, but the negligent staff. To them, the optimum path lies in 
automata, prestige, and what wealth can buy. 


On reaching the ship’s rail, his companions sent Foy out to scout. Reluctantly, Foy 
descended the rope ladder. Once aground, he explored the forsaken place. Foy 
searched; yet beyond a circle of short flat-topped stones among briers, he saw nothing. 
Dejected, Foy returns to the ship. 


At the port, something was amiss. The ship is departing. In haste, Foy runs to the pier. 
In the distance, the rich kids heckle loudly at the kid’s folly, “Fool Foy, Fool Foy, Fool...”. 


Distraught, Foy returns to the ring of stones encircled by sharp briers. The muddled Foy 
sat on a stone. His despair overwhelmed all else. Suddenly, a single sentence from the 
second mate came to mind, “No trust in your heart?”. 


Revelation. Trying to see, the child closes his eyes. For a long time, the results are 
lackluster. On the verge of giving up, Foy’s mind drifts to that lonely night a couple of 
days ago. Remembering the vagrant’s words and his offered hand; little by little, the 
smell of pine permeates the air. 


Foy opens his eyes, not to the void, but to a large table filled with food and drink. Other 
smells began to surface, not only of the entrées but also from the garden. The white 
noise of a gentle brook, its cool mist soothing, runs in ribbons throughout, accentuating 
the scene. Further, instead of briers, Foy is surrounded by myrtle trees. Beyond that, he 
sees chromatic forests, emerald meadows, and well-tended trails stretching to the 
horizon, begging to be trodden. 


Foy wondered why he hadn't seen this before. In his unabashed joy, the child samples 
the smorgasbord of manna and quail entrées, delightful and familiar. To wash it down, 
sweet milk. Foy’s appetite and thirst sated, in more ways than one. Around Foy, instead 
of stones were chairs filled by friends. 


Suddenly, Foy felt a tap on his shoulder and turned around. He sees the distasteful 
vagrant once again. The vagrant asks for alms. Instead of giving a paltry scrap, Foy 
remembered his comforting words and guiding hand. Seeing no open chairs, Foy offers 
him his seat in his stead. Overjoyed, the vagrant thanks Foy and sits down. 


Without a place, Foy turns away. Suddenly, the vagrant says, “Please take the seat next 
to me.” The kid turns back, saying, “There are none here.” Foy then notices not only a 
welcoming seat, yet a plate, utensils and cup where none were before. Not only that, 
the vagrant is not a bum at all-in his place sits the promised captain. 


Woven around the captain’s cap was a wreath of soft pine, with aromatic narrow cones 
evenly spaced. A purple cloth rings his chest as a sash. The captain again invited the 
kid to take the seat. 


Foy, realizing his lack of protocol, quickens to his place and states, “Yes, my captain.” 
The captain says, “Please just call me teacher or, better yet, my friend.” The captain 
smiles and all rejoice. 


The second mate and the security guard arrive with Foy’s former companions. The 
captain asks, “Foy, what penalty would you inflict on these people for their cruel acts?” 
Foy replies, “Please forgive them and give them back their place at the table.” The trees 
applaud, and the captain smiling agrees. The table expands to accommodate everyone. 


The captain grants Foy another boon for his trust in his wayward companions. The child 
asks, if possible, for a cone from the captain’s headband. The captain snaps a fragrant 
cone from his cap and places it in Foy’s hands. Suddenly, the captain rose from the 
table to meet with all the others in turn. 


Foy sits among his pardoned companions. They apologize for their behavior. Foy 
returns the apology. They all laugh in relief. With that past, all enjoyed the feast and 
festivities together. 


A while later, the captain returns to his seat. The captain struck a spoon against his 
glass and asked all to once more take their seats. The captain then brings out a 
covered basket. The captain said: “Some of those seated are gifted. But, those gifts do 
not make you better than others. Do not hide or covet these talents. Use them to help 
the forgotten.” The captain takes off the cover from the basket and light emerges. 


The captain reminds everyone of the lesson from the meager feast. Foy in shame 
remembers the words lost due to his rich friends’ diatribe. Foy asks what that command 
was again, and the captain, smiling, says, “It bears no repeating, for it is written in your 
heart.” 


The captain continues, “No matter what life throws at you, no matter what dark paths 
you take, always remember, a seat will be ready for you at my table.” The captain 
finishes, “Your quest has reached its end, yet your mission has only begun.” The captain 


now goes. Other children in distress ask for whence the captain departs. The captain 
merely says, “Far, yet near.” Gone now is the captain. 


Foy, alongside the rest of the children, returns to the beach. There, Foy spots hundreds 
of lifeboats ready to go. Foy and his rich friends drag a boat to sea, the water seeps 
through their shoes. 


Away from the shore, Foy boards the lifeboat with his friends in tow. Their drenched feet 
dry once more. Once settled, they sail silently, yet contently, into the mist. 


The next morning, Foy awakens in his bed. His blanket is on the floor. Foy finishes his 
morning rituals. On a second look, Foy spots on the floor near his open window, among 
scattered leaves and petals, a narrow pine cone. Foy thinks, “Could the wind have 
blown it in?” He picks it up. Bringing it closer, the kid observes its familiar scent. Foy 
takes it, carries it, and goes to breakfast. 


Presenting the pine cone to his parents at breakfast, the mother states that the cone is 
not of pine at all, but, in fact, of fir. Foy comments on the aroma, yet for the parents’ 
noses, no scent. Further, the mother states that it probably has pests, and now in the 
trash, it rests. Episode passed, to the bin the child goes, and there pockets the fir cone 
once more. 


Foy heads to school. On the way there, he spots the rich kids from before. Instead of 
their luxurious clothes, common ones they wear, their dialogue is simple, and their 
intellect is mundane. The kid realizes his previous interpretation was mistaken. 


Foy goes up to them, takes out the fir cone, and smiles. No words are exchanged, 
instead, the other kids nod in acknowledgment. All now go to school together again. 


As the years go by, one by one, Foy’s friends can neither smell the fir cone nor even 
acknowledge it. Eventually, even the fir cone was lost. Still, for Foy, its scent lingers on 
the wind, especially when among the forgotten. A reminder of the mission for him—and 
all others—till it’s time to take one’s seat again at the captain’s table. 


